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here 7011 can see it, can just catch a glimpse of the
sleek young conductor and his dark first violins. By
the Waters of Babylon they now sit and strum. When
they have finished, we shall applaud, and the con-
ductor will turn and flash an eye at the girls. What a
place!

There is just time, before we cool, to wonder at the
whole achievement. It is one of the characteristic
products of the new democratic-industrial civilisation.
This is the age when the planets can be weighed under
the very roof where the atom is divided up. I suppose
the basis of this amazing piece of organisation is really
some such wizardry with figures. Somewhere in the
background, behind the lights and marble and
napery, behind the thousand waitresses and cash-box
girls and managers and violinists, behind the shim-
mering bonbons and cakes and cauldrons of hot-pot
and vanloads of coloured ices, are a few men who go
to work juggling with quarter millions and fractions
of a farthing, who know how many units of electricity
it takes to cook a steak-and-kidney pudding and how
many minutes and seconds a waitress (five feet four
in height and in average health) will need to carry a
tray from the kitchen lift to the table in the far corner.
There is, you may say, a scientist in the basement*

None of this would have been possible at any
earlier time. In the nineteenth century these people
would have gone to dingy coffee taverns, little chop-
houses, and the like. This luxury, this variety, was
not for the likes of them. Their forefathers (and